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Wake up... time to die! 


Author's Notes: 
| don't think it's wise to be writing (and posting) two multi-chapter stories at the same time. but Mr. 


Izzymuse just wouldn't leave me alone. 


| allowed my left eye to open, just for a millimeter. See, once | open my eyes, it's damn near impossible to be 
able to get back to sleep. And it was probably too early to get up. But | didn't know where the hell | was, and 


my curious side won out. 


| was in bed, facing the window. The curtains were drawn but some morning light was coming through. | was 
still in the hotel, but this definitely wasn't the room | shared with Axl. Way too messy for Axl. So | wasn't with 
Axl last night, which means that | was with some groupie. And she was apparently still here. Bitch breathed 
damn loud. | wondered what Axl had done last night-or who Axl had done last night. 


See, even though me and him are deeply in love, we came to an agreement: "Okay, so we can sleep with women 
But only women! Mainly to keep the world from figuring out our dirty httle secret." Axl had winked at me, then 


continued, ‘hell, and for the sake of having a convenient place to stick my dick when you're not around" Another 


wink and a grin. "But if you ever go down on anyone else, HI kick your fuckin' ass, Stradlin!" 


Yeah. We were very in love. Sure we fought like wild dogs sometimes, but love it was. | wondered if | should go 
see what my lover was up to. But my eyes were still closed, and the bed was very comfortable, so Axl could 
wait. | snuggled further into the pillows, for more sweet unconsciousness. However, the groupie's loud breathing 
had now evolved into snoring. Who the hell was | with last night? | remember polishing off my last bottle of 
vodka, and then things got hazy. From hazy, things went completely blank, and | realized now that | had no clue 
as to the events of the previous night. The snoring from my unknown partner became intriguing, though. Girls 
don't usually snore that loud, do they? | also noticed another thing, the smell. It smelt very heavily like whiskey 
and cigarettes and sweat. It was even mingled in a familiar way, but | couldn't quite put my finger on it. No 
matter, though. The snoring was really the problem. | couldn't sleep through that! So with one hand, | blindly 
prodded my partner. Maybe she'd get me breakfast when she wakes up, or just get the hell out. | felt a mop 
of soft hair beneath my fingers, and the feeling was even more familiar than the smell. A thought that was 
about to cross my mind was cut off by an irritated growl from the other side of the bed. No girl growls like 
that... 


| opened my eyes and bolted up. The person beside me had their head in the pillows, so all | could see was a 


muscular tanned back and a huge mass of black curls. That was enough for me to start jumping to conclusions. 
‘Oh shit!" | yelled, and scrambled as far to the edge of the bed as possible. 


"Wha-?" The person on the bed stirred, and eventually sat up. His sleepy eyes suddenly grew wide, and his 
mouth gaped a little. "Izzy! What the fuck!" 


| stared back at him, petrified Him. Slash. Fucking Slash! 
"What the hell are you doing in my bed?!" He demanded, looking pissed off, but mostly confused. 


"| don't know!" | was gonna go on panicking and being frantic, but | got a little afraid as | felt the coldness of 
the bed under my ass. "Are you wearing anything?" 


One of Slash's hands disappeared under the blanket and shifted around a bit, then he turned back to me with a 


look of tragic realization. 

"No," he said. "Are you?" 

| just blinked at him. | didn't even have to check. 

"lm fuckin’ naked, man!" 

Slash just stared at me in horror. | had stopped breathing and my bare chest had practically frozen. The pale 


sunlight fell on him, and he looked somewhat angelic. Then he looked like he was about to jump, when he noticed 


something behind me, or on me. 


"Slash, what is it? We didn't-we didn't do anything last night. Right? | mean," | stopped because | didn't know 
what the hell | meant. 


‘Izzy, that thing on your shoulder... it was there before, right? From Axl, yeah?" 
"What thing on my shoulder?" 
"The-uhh, the hickey." 


"What?" | frantically examined myself until | found the thing Slash had pointed out. A purple bruise, and most 
definitely a new mark. And not from Axl. "Slash..." | said quietly, "what did we do last night?" 


Before | had finished talking, Slash already had his hands covering his mouth, the look of horror magnified in 
his eyes. It was almost like he transmitted his thoughts to me, because suddenly | remembered last night. | 
was drunk-no, | was totally wasted. | was bitter too, because Axl was in another one of his moods and | had 
nothing to do. So | followed the protocol and went on the prowl for a nice girl. And what do you know? Just on 
this night, there were no fucking girls around! Mind you, | could've missed quite a lot since | could barely see 
straight. That's when | bumped into Slash in the hallway. His level of intoxication matched my own, so-oh god, | 
basically clung onto him and wouldn't let go! Whining and bitching about Axl the whole time. Then we were in 
here, | was on the bed, bitching some more. Then | suddenly stopped talking, and realized that his lips were on 
mine. Oh hell. Then-"Oh fuck! | was the bitch agaid" 


| heard some kind of noise from Slash, like a gasp, but not. | glared at him. 

"You fucked me, man!" 

He sat there, totally dumbfounded and looking even more horrified than before. He opened his mouth to speak, 
but nothing came out. | grabbed the blanket that was covering me and proceeded to collect my clothes from 
the floor. My fucking shirt was torn! Dammit! It was difficult getting dressed knowing that the band mate who 
had just fucked me was in the room. Eventually | did it, and practically sprinted out, slamming the door behind 
me. 


‘Izzy Stradlin, always on the fucking bottom!" 


| kicked the wall as | ran back to mine and Axl's room. 


Sympathy for the drunken idiot. 


| almost threw up in the hotel hallway. | only realized now that | was so fucking hungover | could barely stand. 
My head was spinning out of control, and | just wanted to collapse. But that would give me more time to 
remember last night, and | definitely didn't want that. What the hell had | been thinking? Slash, for fuck's sake! 


It was more than a handful screwing one person in the band. 


| kept walking, bracing myself against the wall. I'd had bad hangovers before, but this was something else. On 
other days | could just sleep it away with Axl by my side, not giving a fuck about anything. His bitching about 
my drinking was almost soothing. "See, you deserve this, you stupid litte bastard," he'd tell me while getting me a 
glass of water when | felt like puking. Then he'd climb on top of me and kiss me everywhere, and suck me off 


if he was in a good mood, and say, "/ love you anyway, you drunken fuck." 


Now | realized that the last thing | wanted to do was face the redhead. | didn't know what would happen. | didn't 
even know how | felt about all this. Was | feeling guilty? Would | break down and just admit it? Un-fucking-likely 
since | knew that if he ever found out I'd probably find my own head in the garbage can. | hated to admit it, 
but | was afraid. Everyone knows about Axl's temper. He starts sulking if | have dinner without him. | didn't 
even wanna imagine his reaction if he ever found out that | let someone else fuck me. Let alone the fact that 
it was Slash. Goddamn Slash. | still had his scent all over me. Maybe Axl would be able to tell what | had done 


as soon as he saw me. 
| didn't know where the hell to go. 


Luckily | came across Duff's hotel room, and decided that it's no good walking around aimlessly. | leaned against 
the door frame, and knocked as hard as | could. Which was not so hard, since all the strength had somehow 
left me. A couple of minutes later he opened the door and yawned at me. His hair stuck out at impossible 
angles, and he looked deeply perplexed by my presence. 


"| need to use your shower," | told him. 


He swayed his head in some kind of vague approval, and left the door open for me while he crawled back into 


his bed. 


Much to my displeasure, the first thing | saw when | walked into the bathroom was a reflection of myself. | 
don't think I'd ever looked worse. All the color had gone out of my skin, yet | was somehow flushed. My hair 
was even worse than Duff's, and the circles under my eyes were like a bad imitation of Alice Cooper's make 
up. God, how fucking late did we stay up? | didn't even wanna know. Besides the hickey Slash had pointed out 
earlier, | found a few more marks of his passion Was he trying to fucking eat me or something?! Goddamn 


him! 


| crawled into the shower and sat under the water flow, leaning on the plastic wall. It was hot, and it almost 


made me sick, so | turned it to cold and continued sitting there and shivering. 


"What the fuck is it now!" | heard Duff yell a while later, his voice barely rising above the noise of my shower. 


| listened more intently, and not even a minute later the bathroom door opened. 
| couldn't believe my misfortune. 
"Where the fuck have you been?" 


Axl. He stood with his hands on his hips, and his hair combed neatly. My loving boyfriend had his eyes 


narrowed at me, looking like he was trying to force some ray of doom out of his skull and into me. 

"Um. Around." Yeah, that was clever. Mind you, fuck that, he doesn't have to know where | am all the time. 
"What the hell do you mean around? And what the fuck are you doing in Duff's shower?" 

| just stared at him blankly. "I don't know." 

He scowled, and his expression turned puzzled. "Are you high?!" 

"I think-I think I'm still drunk," | said, my eyes must've been stuck open and | probably looked like a lunatic. 
He sighed then, and rolled his eyes. "Fucking hell baby," he said, turning off the shower and helping me to my 
feet. He draped a towel over my head and dried my hair. He looked at me with genuine concern, then hugged 
me and kissed my lips. What the hell? | was not expecting that. Maybe he thought | was turning into a raging 
alcoholic. Either way, he helped me get dressed and practically carried me back to our room. 

Without even bothering to get undressed again, | crawled into the bed we shared and just lay there with my 
eyes closed. Soon | felt a cold wet cloth over my eyes and forehead, and warm wet kisses all down my neck. 
The blanket was lifted and he straddled my hips, unbuttoning my half-torn shirt. He pulled it out from under 
me, and began working on pulling off my pants. 

| felt his hair tickle my chest as he slid down my legs. He gently bit and licked my hipbone, while taking my 
cock in his hands and beginning to stroke me. His skin was soft around me, unlike a guitar player's calloused 
fingertips. More memories of Slash were coming back to me, and I'd never hated myself more. 

Except when he started lapping and sucking on me, and swallowing every drop that came out of me. 

Then he moved off me, and ran his fingers over my shoulder, where the mark Slash had made still remained. 


"l'm sorry for being a cunt last night and subjecting you to sleeping with women" he said. 


| wanted to hang myself. 


Stay outta my bed, outta my head. 


Author's Notes: 
Please gimme some rewards in form of reviews! | think it's only right to do so, after putting poor Mr. Stradlin 


in such a sticky situation.. heh. 


Crumbled sheets.. Darkness... Rough hands... Black curls.. Warm tongue.. | arch my back.. He goes faster, 
harder, deeper.. | bite my lip, clench my fists in his hair... Slash.. | writhe beneath him.. | scream his name... He 


growls... 


| quiver, and jerk awake. Horrified. | see green eyes staring back at me dreamily, and Axl's fingers caressing my 
hard on. 


"Who'd you dream about?" 


"l-I don't know," | croaked, and he definitely wasn't satisfied with my answer. So with a weak grin | added, "but 


there was lots of red hair." 
He smiled and kissed me. "It better not've been Dave Mustaine." 
| went for another cold shower. 


It had been almost forty hours since | woke up next to Slash. Axl had been unusually sweet to me during that 
time. Cuddling and kissing me every chance he got. | was almost concerned. Maybe he found out about what 
happened, and decided to be nice to me in the last hours before he decided to murder me. | had managed to 
avoid Slash for thirty-five of those hours, but thoughts of him just wouldn't leave me alone. And that dream... 
that fucking dream.. It plagued me for the rest of this god awful day. | couldn't eat, | could barely talk. And it 
was only getting worse by the minute, because much to my discomfort | had certain obligations. Obligations 


which would require me to be around hm. 


| was the last one to drag myself into sound check, trailing after Axl with my head down. The stadium was 
huge, but | still found myself closer to Slash than | would have liked. He was there when we arrived, sitting on 
an amp and playing some mangled version of Rocket Queen. He didn't even spare Axl or me a glance. Good. | 


guess. 


Duff had abducted Steven's drumsticks, and was hitting the drums as gleefully as a kid would hit his mother's 
pots and pans. 


"Okay, they're here," Steven said when he saw me and Axl, and swatted Duff away, "now get the hell away!" 


Duff pulled a face and bounced his way back over to his bass, greeting us two lovebirds. | looked around to 
locate my own guitar, and discovered that some son of a bitch had decided to place it right behind Slash. 


Let's get started then," Axl said. Slapping me gently on my ass, directing me to my guitar. 


| took a deep breath, and ventured over. For once | was truly glad Slash had all that hair, so | didn't have to 
look him in the eye. But of course, just when | thought it, | jinxed the whole damn thing. As soon as | walked 


over, he brushed the curls from his eyes and smiled at me. 
"Hey Iz," he said. 


| croaked a hello, and tried to scurry away as soon as | picked up my instrument. | stopped in my tracks when 


he said, "Did Axl notice?" 


| blinked a few times, and my eyes traveled to his face all on their accord Damn my eyes! Without all that 
hair in his face, | found that he was actually really attractive. Really fucking handsome, unlike Axl. He was too 
feminine to be called handsome. He was as pretty as the Mona fucking Lisa, but he wasn't handsome. Slash, 


though... 
What the hell was wrong with me? | snapped myself out of it and shook my head. 
"Notice what?" | mumbled. "Doesnt matter. | was with a girl that right” 

He batted his lashes at me, mockingly, and chuckled. "You have funny taste in girls. 


Why did he say that? Why was he looking at me like that? He was supposed to be living in my blessed world of 


denial! But no, he was out in fucking space somewhere. 
| scowled at him, and told him that | only liked redheads. 


Its a known fact that most people can tell when they're being watched. As | turned my back to him and 
hurried away, | felt his eyes on me. On my fucking ass, most likely. | must have looked pretty mortified, 
because Axl put his arm around me and kissed my cheek, asking if | was okay. | nodded and asked to get this 
shit over with. 


Sound check went painfully slow. Really, it was like somebody was gently tugging at all my insides. Even if it was 


gently, having the feeling that someone's pulling on your intestines is never nice. 


As soon as we finished, | got the hell out of there and back into our dressing room in hopes of easing my 
tension with beer and cigarettes. Luckily it was empty. Duff and Steven were playing patty-cake last | saw 
them, still in the stadium. Axl was somewhere getting fixed up so his ankles wouldn't snap during the show 
tonight. | didn't know, nor did | care, where the hell Slash was. 


| settled comfortably on the couch, lighting a cigarette and washing down the ashy taste with a mouthful of 
beer. Peace of mind at last. | wasn't gonna think about anything, Ignore it and it'll go away. 


But how silly of me, how could | even hope for such luxuries as not having to think about Slash when all the 
higher powers were out to get me. Just when | began to relax a little, the door swung open and of course it 
was him that strolled in. | almost spat out my beer, but calmed myself and decided to keep smoking my 
cigarette and pretend to be busy studying the rips in my jeans. 

"Hey Iz," he said again, and tied back his hair. 

"Hey." 


From the corner of my eye | could see him take off his shirt and toss it towards the couch. It landed by my 
feet. | narrowed my eyes. What the hell is he playing at? 


"You seen my leather pants?" He said, plopping down next to me and taking one of my cigarettes. 

| looked at him. "Slash," | said, and he raised his brows waiting for me to continue, "what are you doing?" 
"What am | doing? Nothing. Havin' a smoke and wondering where | put my pants." 

"Yeah. But." | trailed off cause | didn't know what to say. Somehow | got the notion that he was hitting on me. 
But maybe | was overreacting. Maybe it was that fucking dream. | didn't wanna make an ass of myself. So | 
cleverly informed him, "You're shirtless. And here. You know, with me. Alone. And sweaty. 

‘It's the dressing room, Izzy." 


"Yeah. Okay. Well. Then.. get dressed?" 


He looked offended. "Stradlin, if you're gonna be in denial, then stop acting weird around me. I'm not doing 


anything now that | wasn't doing prior to the night we fucked." 


He caught me off-guard with that last word. | let out some sort of whining, mewling noise and clapped my 


hands over his lips. Why? Why did | do that? 


He opened his mouth, trying to speak, and | felt his warm breath on the palm of my hand. | took my hand 


away from him slowly, horrified as he looked at me with his chocolate eyes. 
"Slash," | said slowly, "don't ever, ever speak of that again. Okay? Ever." 
He laughed then, and | glared at him in irritation. "It's not funny!" 


"Oh! Yes, it is! There's somethin’ there, Stradlin, if you're getting so fuckin’ jumpy about it. There must be 


something. If there wasn't the tiniest bit of subconscious desire, you would've never done it in the first place." 


| couldn't believe it. | listened to him talk with my mouth wide open. | was beyond irritated. And that fucking 


tone... So fucking inappropriate! Know-it-all son of a bitch. 
"l-you-fuck this! Go die!" | spat, and bolted out of the room. 


| ditched the beer and found some vodka. Locking myself in a toilet seemed to be the wisest choice at the 
time, but | accidentally got totally shitfaced and almost missed our show. 


Axl wasn't feeling so sweet now, and he glowered and bitched at me without even pausing to breathe. To make 
things better, in my drunken haze | fucked up more than a few chords, and | only realized when | got sober 
that I'd spent the whole concert rubbing up against Slash. 

We got off stage and | rushed to the bathroom to throw water on my face. | was followed by Axl, who didn't 
stop screaming at me until | told him to get fucked and slammed the bathroom door in his face on my way 
out. 


The urge to hang myself was getting stronger. 


The urge to fuck Slash had started to burn in my veins. So much for denial! | blamed it all on the alcohol. 
Fucking poison, that shit. So what did | do? Got more booze and attempted to knock myself out completely. 


| sat on the ground outside, leaning against a brick wall. | was so hammered that the vodka tasked like water. 
Hammered, god | wish he'd hammer me into the fucking ground. | didn't know if | said that out loud. | didnt 
even know where the fuck | was. 

| didn't know how, or why the fuck he found me. 


"Hey Izzy, you alright?" 


| looked up to see him looming over me. A beautiful muscular body, dressed only in leather pants and a leather 


jacket. "Oh god," | whined, and he crouched down in front of me. 
'Iz.. you okay?" 


"No! l-l hate you. I-fuckin'-I wish you'd go to.." | was going to advise him to go burn in hell, but instead | 
grabbed him by the hair and kissed him. 


Lets simply say that the night ended just like my dream. Only there was cold concrete instead of sheets. And 


as | had my legs wrapped around him | was blurting out a stream of profanities | didn't even think | knew. 


| couldn't decide who | hated more out of me and Slash. 


Either way, | ended up covered in a sticky mess, with scratches and grazes all over me. Tears were streaming 
down my face. When he slid out of me, | punched him in the mouth and stumbled half-naked down the road 


and passed out on the sidewalk. 


Have some fun with my frustration. 


If waking up next to Slash that morning was a nightmare, this was definitely Hell itself. 

Consciousness returned to me, and | remembered that | was still alive. Though | really wished | didn't have to 
be right now. My head felt like it had been split open My entire back was stinging. Again, | didn't know where 
the hell | was, but judging by the softness around me | figured that | was on a bed. The hazy memory of 


falling flat on the concrete before passing out came back to me. Someone must have moved me. | didn't want 


to find out who. 

| kept my eyes shut, and tried to remain asleep. Eternal rest would've been nice, but what can ya do when 
your head hurts so bad you can barely keep yourself from writhing in pain? | shifted around a little and let 
out a little groan to see if I'd get a reaction from anywhere. Apparently somebody else was in bed with me, 
and | felt them move closer. 

"Fucking hell," | heard someone sigh. 

| pried my eyelids open because | recognized the voice and became sure that | was safe from one of Axl's 
tantrums, for now. | found Slash looking back at me, his lip twisted in a sort of displeased intrigue. It was 
swollen and had some blotches of dried blood. 


"Izzy," he sighed again, "So you are alive." 


| groaned. "This is the second time I've woken up next to you, feeling like shit and having almost no memory of 


last night." 
"Yeah, this time it's even worse." 
"What happened?" | mumbled. 


"Well," he spoke matter-of-factly, "I found you dead drunk in an alley. You grabbed me and kissed me, then 


crawled on top of me and undid my pants-" 
| remember that! | fuckin'-yes, | remember that.” 


"Yeah, well, then you gave me a bleeding lip and went to collapse a few steps away. So, me being a decent 


gentleman, | carried you back here." 


A decent gentleman doesn't fuck his lead singer's boyfriend. But | only nodded and let out another groan | 
wasn't exactly much better, having practically forced him into doing it last night. 


"Yeah. You're welcome. And you're forgiven for this,” he said, pointing to his lip. "Now, | really think you should 


get cleaned up." 


| buried my head into the pillow and told him | couldn't move. But he convinced me that | was a total mess, so 
with his help | dragged myself to the bathroom. There were no windows there, so he turned on the light and | 
almost went blind. After | saw myself in the mirror, | wished that that could've been the case. 


My hair was all in tangles and my eyes were still half closed. | had blood smeared on my cheek and on the 
knuckles of my right hand. There was some sort of cloth tied around my head, with a bloodstain where | must 
have hit my head. Slash stood behind me, admiring my mangled stack of a body with a kind of fascination. He 
was only in his boxers, and | did all | could not to stare at his bronzed chest. How is it that he can be wasted 
any given day and still look amazing? Me on the other hand, give me a few drinks and | look like | crawled out 


of a grave I'd been put into alive. 
He carefully ran his fingers on one of the many grazes on my back. | winced quietly. 


"Does it hurt?" He whispered, sweeping my hair back and kissing my neck delicately. He put his arms around 


my waist, and | shivered My legs felt like they were about to fall out from under me. 


"Slash..." | sighed, looking into his eyes in the mirror, and turning away when | couldn't find a reason not to want 


him. "Slash, why... why me?" 


He sighed with a half-smile, and put his chin on my shoulder, looking at me in the mirror. "lz, when | met you, 
you were already with Axl," he said. "But there was always somethin’ about you, ya know? Remember when we 
lived in the Hell House and we used to play drinking games and wrestle each other?" He chuckled, and | smiled 
at the memory. "When | pinned you down, and you thrashed under me like a fuckin’ maniac.. God, | wanted to 
kiss you so fucking bad. Since then, this feeling, it's just been there, ya know? It's never been like that for a 
girl." 


| swallowed the lump in my throat. He sighed then, took his hands off me and took a few steps away. "Only 
fuckin’ you, Stradlin. And l'm sorry." 


| braced myself on the sink and tried to take in all this. | kept trying to say something, but | didn't even know 
what | wanted to say. | wanted to tell him that yes, he should be fucking sorry. Cause you just don't do that, 
ya know? Fuck your singer's boyfriend and then tell him you love him. Did he even know what this was doing to 
me? | wanted to tell him exactly how fucked up this had made me, but he had just apologized, and | had no 
nerve to argue right now. What troubled me more was that now | was sober, and the attraction to him was 
still strong as fuckin’ hell. | wanted him. | hated myself for it, but | wanted him in every way imaginable. 


| don't know how long the silence went on. He broke it then 


"Izzy, | think you should go. To a hospital or something. Jesus, or a fuckin’ morgue," he cringed at my battered 


body. "Just, you know, | don't think | can." 


| turned to face him, and he had his head lowered to the ground, his hair in his face again. "| don't want to 
leave," | told him. | approached him, and somehow got my head under his curtain of curls and kissed him. He 
winced when | sucked on his lip, the one | had split: 


He pushed me off, "Izzy, you cant." 


"Like fucking hell | can! You started this," | frowned at him, then my face softened and | pushed the curls out 
of his eyes, and kissed him again. "Don't make this harder, Slash." 


"What about Axl?" He mumbled when | gave him the chance. 
"| don't know. Stop talking.” 


"Hey," he freed himself from me again, slung me over his shoulder and put me on the edge of the sink- 


counter. "You need to like, put some antiseptic on that head of yours. And you taste like vomit." 

"Oh yeah?" | sneered, "Well you taste like cum." 

He scoffed, "well, thats your fault, ain't it?" 

He opened one of the drawers by my legs and pulled out a particularly malicious looking bottle of antiseptic. 
Before | could begin kicking and screaming, he unwrapped my head and pressed a wet piece of stinging fucking 
cotton to my scar. It stung worse than anything in my recent memory. My knuckles went white around his 
biceps, and | tried my very best not to kick him square in the nuts. 

He smiled when he was done. "You'll live." 

"Fuck you." 

"You want pancakes?" 

"Sure." 

So we called room service and ate pancakes in his bed. | realized then that | could never eat pancakes with Axl 
like that. He always either wanted to fuck or fight or just.. be Axl. There was always a kind of tension with 
him, even though | loved him more than just about anything. It's hard to imagine how much | hated myself for 


letting a good fuck make me have second thoughts about that. 


| squirted what was left in the little bottle of maple syrup at Slash, and we spent a good while of the morning 
rolling around in bed. 


Then, to my complete dismay, | realized that | loved this fucker and | never wanted this morning to end. 


Love, there's one more thing to consider. 


It had been a strange day. IT was almost sunset, and me and Slash were still in his bed. Both of us were half 
naked, even though we hadn't done anything that requires a lack of clothing. | think any more sex would've 
literally killed me. So we watched the Golden Girls, while attempting to throw Cheerios into a cocktail glass on 
top of the TV. 

"Slash," | said. 

"Mm?" 


"| don't wanna get old." 


He shrugged, and his hair tickled my cheek. "It doesn't look too bad. That Blanche chick is still pretty hot," he 


said, tossing a Cheerio at the drunken middle aged woman on TV. 

‘Not really my thing, but she makes me want cheesecake" 

"What?" His eyebrows knotted. | dont know how | was able to tell, because | couldn't actually see them 
"Cheesecake. She was eating it just before" 

"Oh. Okay. Let's get cheesecake then’ 

"Yeah. Hey, this is cool, ya know. Pancakes and margaritas for breakfast and cheesecake for dimer. In bed” 
"And naked," he added, and reached across me to get the phone and call to get cheesecake delivered up here. 
Oh, the perks of being a rockstar. The knock on the door came only a couple of minutes later, and we were 


both feeling pretty smug, thinking how they must've put everything aside just to get us cheesecake ASAP. 


The only upside to being totally maimed was that Slash felt sorry for me, so he got up to answer the door. He 
left the bedroom, still only in his boxers, while the persistent bastard of a bellboy kept knocking. 


"One fucking second," Slash growled, and | heard the door open. There was a small pause. 
"What the hell you in your underwear for? It's fucking winter." 

My stomach almost ate itself when | heard that voice. That was obviously no fucking bellboy. 
"Um," Slash started, but Axl cut him off. 


"| don't think | wanna know. Anyway, you seen Stradlin?" 


"Um," Slash coughed, and | remembered that he was the world's worst liar. "No. | dunno. Haven't seen him." 
| heard Axl groan, obviously irritated. 

"Well, shit. I've looked every-fucking-where for that bastard” 

Slash didn't say anything, and Axl proceeded to make more disgruntled noises. 

"Well, then can | use your bathroom?" 

| could see the bathroom door right in front of me. | could even see my shirt in a small heap on the while 
tiles. Hopefully Slash would be able to come up with a believable excuse for that when Axl came storming in. Of 
course that wouldn't matter if | was still sitting half naked in his bed. So, making as little noise as | could, | 
grabbed my pants and shoes and crawled under the bed. 

"Uh, no. My bathroom-you can't go there now," Slash stuttered. 

"Why the hell not? | needa piss, man" 

"I-I have a girl in there." 


"Fuckin tell her to close her eyes then! | really need to go!" 


And then | heard footsteps, and Axl asking the girl that was supposedly in Slash's bathroom to excuse his 
rudeness, because there's nothing else one can do when nature calls. 


"Axl-" Slash hurried after him, probably about to tell him that this wasn't what it looked like. But thank god 


for my cleverness, huh? 
"What the hell man, there's no one in here!" 
"Uh-there's-oh, um. Fuck" 


"You're out of your mind," Axl said. "Or trying to hide fuckin’ heroin from me again," he added with his 


trademark tone of accusation. 
| heard Axl's boots clicking on the tiles, and Slash attempting to calm his breathing. "I'm not hiding anything!” 
"Hey, what the fuck's this doing here?" Axl said, while relieving himself. He had found my shirt, | guessed. 


"What?-oh, shit. Um. Is that Izzy's? | don't know why it's there." 


| could almost feel Axl glaring at Slash, who right now was probably thanking the heavens that he had his hair 
to hide behind. 


"Have you two been shooting up together!?" Axl seethed, and Slash didn't even have time to reply. "I should 
have fucking known! Oh my god! That's why he's been disappearing lately! | can't fucking believe it! | told you to 
not let him near that shit! | told youl" 


"l-no! We haven't!" Slash screeched in defense, "Okay! He was here last night. That's when he left the shirt. But 


he was just drinking, | swear!" 

"Well | guess I'll fucking judge for myself when | find him! If | ever do! That son of a bitch," Axl's voice trailed 
out of the room, accompanied by his angry footsteps. Then the door slammed, and | saw Slash falling to his 
knees. | crawled out from under the bed, and he let out a giant sigh of relief when he saw me. Then he rubbed 


his head and narrowed his eyes. 


"Seel This is why | told you to get the fuck out this morning!" He whispered frantically. "He's gonna find out 
sooner or later! Probably sooner! And you know, that's the end of G n R right fuckin’ there!" 


"Don't fucking make it sound like it's my fault!" | didn't know why we were still whispering, but | let it be. 
"You're the one that kissed me that time, remember! You started it!" 


"What the hell kinda thing is that to say? It takes two! And | don't care who started it, this can't go on!" 
"What the hell kinda thing is that to say?! You can't just fuckin’ call it off!" 


| was on my knees too, and he got up and hauled me to my feet. | glowered at him, and he clasped my 


shoulders and looked me in the eye. 
"Izzy, think about this. Is it worth it? He wil find out." 
He had a fucking point. It hadn't even crossed my mind before. Being in a band with Axl was enough trouble 


when things were normal. If he ever found out that anything ever went on between me and Slash, we would 


both be on the road to washed up rockstardom in no time. Guns N' Roses would be over. And why? | could see 


it already, in the future tabloids. 
| found out my two guitarists were fucking, thats why. 


| really didn't think the world was ready to find out that we were all a bunch of closet cases. Except the two 
blondes. God, they truly do have more fun, don't they? Bastards. 


| looked away from Slash. 


"You're right. What the hell was | even thinking?" 


A minute later, | was out the door. 


Don't try to give me a line. 


| began to dread waking up. 


This had been happening too much these days: | just didn't know where the hell | was, or what | had done the 
night before. Fuck. 


| remembered that | had been to a bar last night, after we played the final gig of the tour. | know that | went 
by myself, to avoid Axl. And Slash. In fact, since the cheesecake incident, l'd been hiding from both of them. 
See, this is why you never fuck a band member. It tends to complicate things. They always choose the band 
over you anyway. Like Slash had so recently done. Well, | guess | was glad for it. He was right. It would have 
been better if things were different, but it is true that | wasn't willing to throw away my dream just because 
| couldn't keep my dick in my pants. But hell, he could have put up some kind of a fight. He should have, right? 
| mean, he just let me go. Right after telling me, “Izzy you're the only one," blah fucking blah. Asshole. 


And | say that I'd been hiding from those two, when really neither of them showed any desire to talk to me. 
They didn't even want to come near me. Not even during the eleven fucking hour bus ride from New York to 
whatever shithole we were in now. | spent the whole time staring out the window at the ceaseless strip of 
trees on the side of the road; and the blue fabric of the seats that | grew to hate; and occasionally the 


whiskey bottle that Duff would turn upside down when his fluffy blonde head rolled back to drain it. | could 
hear Slash blaring Led Zeppelin from the back, and Axl was supposedly sleeping through the whole journey. 


Later, soundcheck was the same sort of affair. Slash simply sat in the corner with his guitar and his stupid 
hair, while Axl pretended that | didn't exist. It drove me insane, because | knew that even though he wasn't 
talking, he definitely had some things to say to me. | didn't really wanna find out what. So off to the bar | went. 
Then, naturally, everything began to blur.. 


Wherever | was now, | was uncomfortable as shit. 


| tried to roll over, and suddenly | felt a strain on my left wrist. | yelped in pain, and in perfect unison, the 
other person on the bed let out a painfully familiar shriek. What the hell was going on? 


| opened my eyes, and found Axl scowling and trying to pull his hand back to its previous position by jittering 
the handcuffs that bonded us. Wait a minute, "What the hell is this?!" | screeched, my voice gravelly and half 
gone. 

"Handcuffs, shithead!" 


"What the fuck for? What happened?" 


"You don't remember again, do you? Didn't fucking think so," he spat, his emerald eyes scrutinized me violently. 
| groaned in response. What the hell was | meant to say? | didnt remember what the fuck had happened. Sexual 


misadventure? Probably not. His expression softened, and instead of looking enraged he simply looked 
determined. "Izzy, | know you well enough to know that you will not, in a million fucking years, admit that you 


have a problem." 
"What?" | cut him off before he could say any more. "What fucking problem?!" 


"Do you even know what you've done this week? Do you know where we are? You wake up next to me, and you 
don't even expect to see me! And look, | know shit's always been pretty crazy but, fuck baby, you drink way 


too much." 


My eyeballs must've looked like they were popping out of my head. This was too much shit to take in. I'd just 
woken up. Fucking give me a break, Axl. | wanted to yell at him and tell him to leave me the hell alone, but | 
simply had no energy for it. And arguing with Axl Rose doesn't usually turn out well. | took a deep breath, and 
asked him, "What the hell are you talking about?" 


"You know what," he raised his eyebrows, as if in defeat. "Don't even try to argue, cause hell, | got you 
handcuffed right here." He rattled the chain “I'm taking you to rehab, before you fuck yourself up beyond 


repair." 
"You're what!?" 


Rehab? He's taking me to rehab? He couldn't just drag me out handcuffed and fuckin’ deposit me there! Stupid 
fucker. | blinked at him in total disbelief for a while. He just shrugged. 


"You can either get up and come with me, or you can squirm and scream and end up there anyway. So, what's 


it gonna be?" 


| gaped at him and shook my head slowly. "Axl," | said, sounding like | had a speech impediment, "Are you out of 
your mind? l-l don't have a drinking problem, for one! And you can't just drag me there against my fucking 
will!" 


"Yes, | can And even if you don't have one yet, you're well on your fuckin’ way. And name one alcoholic who 


can admit he's an alcoholic!" 


My mouth stopped working. | was so enraged, and | simply couldn't believe this. | mean, | knew better than 
anyone that Axl wasn't exactly reasonable.. but this.. this was just crazy! And also, | didn't know what | was 
supposed to say to him. When he gets to the point of handcuffing you, he's usually pretty convinced that he's 
right. And once Axl is convinced that he's right... well.. 


Fuck it, | wasn't going to rehab! 


So, long story short, | chose the squirm and scream option We fought our way To the door, and he 
unsurprisingly overpowered me. | was pleased about the fact that he really tried not to be violent. He told me 


that he cares about me more than anyone, and to look at what's happening to Adler, and that he didn't want 
me to screw up my life. That was all well and good, but still, "Axl! l'm not going to rehab!" 


We tried to reason with one another, but he had the classic drunks dont admit they're drunks argument on his 
side. There was obviously no persuading him. So | did the only thing | could think of, and with my right hand 
punched him in the eye. | didn't want to do it, but you have to grasp the situation here! 


"Seel" He shrieked, twisting my right arm behind my back, "You're getting violent! Alcoholics get violent!" 


"Me?! Look at you! You're the one dragging me out of here! And think how calm you'd be if someone did this to 
youl" 


He was behind me, still twisting my arm and pushing me out into the hallway. | tried to free myself, but that 
only ended with me yelping in pain. | tried kicking him in the shin, and while | did inflict pain on his deranged self, 
it didn't really have any other outcomes. 


So, "Okay! Okay!" | growled, and stopped thrashing. There was no winning here. "Lets go." 


Driving the car was a royal pain in the ass, with me still handcuffed to him and all. Axl was in the driver's 


seat, and | had to lean over so he wouldn't tear my arm out when he turned the wheel. 


| hadn't seen the light of day for some time. If was gray and cloudy, and everything was damp from the rain. | 
felt sick. Not only ridiculously hungover, but | felt sick inside. This whole charade only went to show how 
clueless Axl was about what was really causing me to drink so much. My reason for constantly disappearing 


and not being able to look him in the eye. That reason being Slash. 


God, it had only been a week since it first happened with Slash, and | was already forgetting how much Axl 
meant to me. Seeing his lips tighten when some cunt overtook him on the road made me remember why fell in 
love with him in the first place: He was totally unhinged. Literally, really fucking crazy. Manic depressive and 
the whole nine yards. His doctors wanted to stick him on all kinds of medication, but he told them all to get 
fucked. | didn't know what to expect from him, ever. That's why | never even wanted anyone else. Cause Axl 
was more than enough. And yet | still knew him so well. | knew that though he treated me like shit a lot of the 
time, he loved me more than anyone else did. After all, who else would handcuff me and drag me to rehab if it 


seemed like | had a problem? 

He pulled over in front of my new residence 
"How long do | have to stay?" 

He looked at the chain, took my hand, and sighed 


"| don't know, lz" 


"Hey, man, but you know you're overreacting, right?" 

"| don't know much these days." 

He opened the door and | had to crawl over the driver's seat in order to get out. 

"Why don't | just stay with you, and you can keep tabs on me?" 

"Cause you'll ask nicely if you can have just one beer, and then we're screwed because | can't say no." 

| rolled my eyes. | was too hungover to beg or reason with him. Besides, | didn't have a problem so I'd be out 
of there in no time. He had been considerate enough to pack a suitcase of my stuff, and he got that out of 


the trunk. 


We stood in front of the door inside, and he gave me a kiss. "I don't wanna, you know, do it in front of the 


receptionist or whatever. So um. Yeah. Goodbye." 

| huffed. "Don't look so fucking tortured, this is your idea, remember.” 

"Yeah. Doesn't mean | enjoy it! 

He gave me another kiss, and pulled out a key from his pocket. It was shaped like a heart. 

"Hey," | furrowed my brow, "Oh ew, these are those handcuffs’ 

He chuckled at the memory. "Yep." 

He turned the key, and we were freed from eachother. He followed me into the reception area, and | was going 
to tell the heavy-set lady at the desk that | didn't really have a problem, but | decided to let it be. Axl nodded 


goodbye to me, and | went on my way into my new room. 


| shook my head on the way up the stairs. God, | couldn't believe this! For their own good or not, you don't just 


drag someone to rehab! 


